
CHAPTER IX.
The· Episode of the English Ambassa¬
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"I saw you flirting with her at the
kursaal about an hour ago." said
Locke, emiling at me grin

CHAPTER X.
The Death-Mask.

I had re glass carelessly to
my lips. ! it slowly on the
table. I met Locke's steady gaze not
merely In surprise, rather in co::

conviction. That wni y the
kind of woman I had determined she
must be. Hut I had no Intention of
discussing her with Ix>cke. A plan
was already seething in my brain.a
plan Infinitely more thrilling than res¬

cuing a comrade In the battlefield or a
traveler lost in the inside. I
Intended to keep that plan to myself,
in the meanwhile I must have further
details of this escapade of the miss¬
ing ambassador.
"We will speak of Countess Sara-

hoff presently." I said, returning his
emllo coolly. "Hut tell me. why should

.ntí aib.pt the slow and clumsy
lient of sending a king's measen-

ger, as you call him, across Europe,
' demandin-r the instant re¬

call of the minister by cable? That
is my first question, and my second
is trrls: are you my dear Locke. In

. councils of the British for¬
eign office that you know so much of
their plans?"
"A king's messenger," drawled

Locke, "is supposed to hare a brain
l>etween his shoulders and to exercise
Lis discretion. The foreign office
would wish to be quite sure that the
scandal was not a clever ruse of a
secret agent of Russia or Turkey.
Eren ? the scandal exists, there
might be mitigating circumstances."
"Ton wish me to Infer that this

king's messenger is giren discretion·
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M. shud¬
dering again. "But he still lives?"
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to hi·» capital at Sofia."
d the woman.this Countess

Sarahoff. is she on- ¡tion-
gard that stamp as a

'heavenly sign?* You told me that
she was supposed to be the friend of
Prince Ferdinand."

"I did. But is she? She Is a ¦
an of mystery. Is she really in earn¬
est In seeking to entrap Sir Mortimer
Into Influencing England to stand be-'
hind Bulgaria in her invasion of Turk-,
lsh Macedonia? Is she ignorant of the
existence or at least the slgnif.
of this stamp? Or. posing as a friend
of Ferdinand, having ready access to
him at any hour, will hors be the drg-.
ger plunged into his breast at the
fatal hour" Perhaps Sir Mortimer la
not the guileless victim we think him
to be. Perhaps the king's messenger
does not have two sets of dispatches
to be presented at bis discretion. Per¬
haps this death-mask Is a ghastly ac¬
cident and not a menace. Perhaps
Conntess Sarahoff, alias Soph..
Varnier, is a lamb of innocence. Per¬
haps! But, my dear chap, don't trust
that 'perhaps.' "

Locke rose and pulled on his gloves.
I stared at him in sudden comprehen¬
sion.

"I understand now. You had more
than one object in coming to see me
this morning." I said, soberly.
He lit a cigarette, looking down at

me in deep thought
"In America the game of politics la

a fair game and above board. We
show our cards they are on the table
for all the world ?? see. The very
frankness oj our methods puzzles the
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CHAPTER XI.
Countess Sarahoff Gives an Invitation,
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The Dinner at the Hotel Nationale.
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y in the afternoon a message
as I had felt confident

it would. A cousin was with her: they
Lucerne that evening,

en route to a little villare in the
Hernt.se Alps, where she had taken
a chateau for the summer. She would
be charmed if I would dine with them
In her apartment at the Hotel Na¬
tionale. And would I pardon tfce ab¬
surd hour of 6:.'*0? I was to come in
my morning clothes, since neither she
nor her cousin expected to dress.

I accepted the Invitation with
alacrity. Tbnt meant «privacy.a cer¬
tain intimacy. A cousin was to be
there, it was true. Hut the presence
of the cousin was, of course, a sop
carelessly thrown at Mrs. Orundy.
The cousin had not arrived when I

presented myself that evening. I
struggled against a sense of shame. I
was accepting her hospitality, and I

'

had come to spy on her. Hut I reas¬
sured myself with the conviction that
It was to be a game of titfor-tat.
The apartment de luxe into which I

was ushered was dimly lighted, and
the air wfcs heavy with the perfume of
flowers. In the center of the room
the white damask and silver of a table
set for dinner gleamed under the soft
light of candles. In some vague way,
this room, one of a hundred others in
the hotel, had lost something of its
stiff formalism. It had charm. Cbarm!
That was the word that best de¬
scribed this mysterious woman.
I must steel myself against that
charm.
She hsd been beautiful the evening

j before; this evening she was radiant.
Her eves with a ffrc that at
once disconcerted and She
was the incarnation of wbat one calla
the joy of living. N. par for an ia-

Iatant was she still. Now it was to
glance critically at the admirably net
table; now to rearrtn/

"Presently »7it. move« to tho window.
and drew back the heavy hr

>oklng at me over her shoul-
der.
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Hah, ;: not my concern what it
thinks ? ' -ne. Perhaps last nigh*
morning I wished you to fall In love
with i: · Perhaps now I am ¦
you r e a little respect, a
little. sieur. But what does it
matt·

I Uh,,. at this strange woman In'
astoni nt. It was a curious plea.
Perhap- -he had ? make me
fall In -ß with h·
frank afesslon with a childish

nd in the same breath she
asked for my respect!
"You ipent in riddles." I exclaimed

petulant'·. "Tell me your purp
She k> ..ed up at mo swiftly, half la

defiance.
"Tel: me yours."

; .rpose!" I cried. "I have
none."
A bob nt ehe scanned my face

keenly ..pparently she was satisfied
that 'he truth. But Bud
should la\e even a glimmer of a sus¬

picion ?%.··? «tartllng.
"?>· my friend, I speak no more

In rid(I g but very frankly. Come to
my cha· ,u because there you can do
me a tervieuj e great service. Voua,
I have ti Id you everything."

lite everything." I replied
quietly. You have not told me, for
Instan· < the nature of the service that
you ask of the first stranger you
:.

"When you are my guest I shall tell
you," she promised airly.

She inged Into a stormy mazurka
to drown my protestât h.ns. I watched
her, Irritated and yet half yielding, as
she played with the brilliancy and
elan of a virtuoso. Then I walked to
the wtndosBj
To reach it I passed a pier-glass pan¬

eled m the wall. A man's face was
dimly reflected there. Though 1 did
not look I knew that he must be
standing behind a door hading into
another apartment. He had been lis¬
ti iiip r r< urse.

f sta not betray my surprise. 11
stepped out on the bah-ony. looking
down on the street below.

This Incident banished my last
shred of reluctance. These adven¬
turers spied on me: it was equally fair
that I play their game. Tes; I deter¬
mined »o snoot them with their own
weapons.
The music reached a stormy climax.

There was silence. I did not go back
Into the room. I waited curiously.
Would ;bc ;fain insist? If so. I deter¬
mined to no logger refuse.
The heavy curtains at the window

were parted. She stood beside me.
Again I noticed the feverish light in
her eyes; her bosom rose and fell
tumultuously; her color came and
went.
"Then you have no liking for an ad·

IOÎ"" she demanded In a spirit
of desperate ga I that
adventure Is to be shared with a worn-

as, a beautiful woman?"
- when adventures are thrust on
I replied coldly. Her emotion
led me.

"Ah. you persist in being uncra-
clous. Then say this adventure brings

for yourself."
"I should require proof of that."
She saw that I was not t

over by coquetry. Sh'
ovis. almost anxious. Instinctive
felt that she was about to
last card. Had she known It. I a
ready de«* it she was Ignorant
of that, and risked everything to gain

-,'urpose.
? have set yourself a task.
m help you fulfill It?"

in riddles,
madam."

"If I said I were listening last

1 frown- furious, but I did
not answer.
She felt no shame in making this

.jsion. One hand ¦ her
hip. with I she snapped finger
and th
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I was not blind to the significant look
that passed bet we
of M
uropl Dr. Starva
ly defiant

y there was discord In the
camp. Dr. Starva did not
the fly that had consented to walk Into

Well, so much Ü
A little discord might ful.

irmi is an admirable host." Dr.
Starva said slowly in French. "Hut if
the guest is to be quite happy he must
be content to amuse, himself as
madam wishes."
Tho words were almost a threat. I

looked with repulsion at this pale,
flabby, shuffling giant. It would be
well to be on my guard against him.
He might be dangerous. But half the
battle was won in realizing that.
Madame de Varnler met his bold

sally, Insolently careless.
"A diner, messieurs," she cried gay-

ly, and took my arm, leaving the huge
Dr. Starva to follow.

CHAPTER XII.
Treachery.

Three hours later Dr. Starve and
myself were on the little steamboat en
route for Vltznau, a Journey of an
hour. I had met him at the quay: he
was alone. Madame de Varnler, he
coolly informed me. had taken an
earlier boat. 1 was not to see ber un
til next morning.

Frankly. I scarcely liked th;.
could have wished for a more con¬

genial companion. However. I was
embarked on an adventure; and must
take things as they came. It was to
be a game of give and take. I was de¬
liberately permitting myself to be their
tool for the moment; I was to serve
their purpose. My wages for the serv¬
ice were to be the opportunity of find¬
ing Sir Mortimer Brett. Until I had
penetrateli the mystery of his disap¬
pearance I would be as clay in their
hands. Perhaps it might be necessary
to be their partner for the nonce in
their Intrigues. They might wonder
at jnj docility or gidjeleesnese, but

ffiey ShOtfTo* höT quesnömt. Thal was
the delicate task I must bend myself
to for the present.
We had seated ourselves well for¬

ward and were quite alone, for at this
lete hour the boat carried few pas¬
sengers. The wind coming from thi
snow-clad peaks was piereing. 1 ebiv-

than
fhe chilly ntr. Already the lights

of Vltznau could be seen dimly th·
the thick mists.

Dr. Starva. rolling a huge cigar In
the corner of bis loose, sensual mouth,

ted me fixedly under shaggy eye¬
brows.

"It is cold. We must heve some
cognac." Without asking for my as¬
sent he summoned a waiter.

? In so trivial a matter as the
appropriateness of refreshments hi·
tone was more a command than an in¬
vitation. Tho cagnac would be wel¬
come enough, but one less
than myself might have noticed the
alacrity with which he welcomed the
excuse for the liquor.

you know what It is to hn
headache?" he asked, and, fumbling
clumsily in bi >at pocket, he

? tiny ? eket.
I said, yawning, and watchiug

him
?. you are fortunate. This little
1er is a great benefactor to me.

We are close to Vitinau. Through
yau can get a glimpse

of the hotel we are to stop at."
:ed at a building a quarter

of a mile distant from the landing
preaching, hold¬

ing In m. get of ?
preparatory to placing it on his
tongue.

I looked where he pointed; there
was not much to see; the mist en-

everything. The bo>

iwa on the table, I fin;
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.¦hile that Of Dr. tl
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he contents of my glass it:'
handkerchief. When Starva. furious
and perhaps ! the
man fiercely from him and looked at

lag heartily at bis mis¬
hap, the handkerchief (:. !. th«
other holding out the glass for tho
hrar.dy, the fingers closing over It to
hide. It from his view-

>usly, and
drained the contents of his glass at a
gulp. I followed his example, and In

of the powerful liquor. I tasted
lor fancied I tasted) the dregs of the
bitter drug.
"Pah!" I cried In disgust, and was

careful to hand the glass to the walte·
instead of placing it on the tab:
have tasted better brandy than that In
my life."
The expression of disgust promptly

assured him that I had really drunk
the potion given me. But now that I
was supposed to have taken It, I won¬
dered precisely what effect it should
have on me, and how soon thai effect
should be felt.

Fortunately, he concerned himself
with our luggage, for the boat was al¬
most at tho dock. When he returned
to my side I greeted him In sleepy in¬
difference. Be looked at me keenly.
I was not blind to his satisfaction. He
shook my shoulder.

hot is it! Are we arrived?" I
rose to my feet unsteadily.

It and it Is necessary to hurry."
The handful of passengers had al¬

ready left the boat. We descended
the gangway elowly, Dr. Starva's arm

ag mine.
entered the closed carriage that

awaited us. I lurched clumsily Into
the vehicle, and sat crouched
the corner, my head sunk on my
breast. I assumed it safe and fitting
that I should appear passably indiffer
ent as to what passed now. Certainly
by this time the drug would have
taken some ( ffect had I swallowed It.
Hut I need not say that I had my wits
with me.

My companion unfastened a valise
he bad brought Into the carriage with
him. I confess I watched him out of
th« corner of my eye In some trepida¬
tion.

I was thankful wht»n he produced
nothing more formidable tJmn a mili¬
tary cloak and a felt ham To ray
astonishment he deftly slipped tran
my shoulders the light covert coat 1

wore, and took my hat from my head.
substituting the garments he had
taken from his bag.

ild have laughed aloud, hla con¬

fidence in my condition was so abso¬
lute, and his sntics so «extraordinary.
w son I left th» carriage presently,

the 'Irlver mt;st SOS the I hange
in my attire, and have all suspicions
.unless he were in Dr. Starva's confl-

ï this fact did not eseape me:
The hat did not ingulf me. as it

mu -t have done had it been Dr.
Starva's.

m If it Wl É own.
In An Instant I had guessed some¬

thing of his game.

CHAPTER XIII.
I Masquerade Unwillingly.

It must I midnight
when the carriage drew up under the

tcherc of the hotel. Dr. Starva
alighted and met the concierge at the
vestibule. I heard little of 'mat was
said at first, but the surprise of th*»
concierge was evident. He tossed his
arms about, and burst into excited pro¬
tests. Presently tand I could see that
Starva was annoyed at the action) he
came to the door of the carriage and

within. I sat huddled up in
the corner, apparently at-'

is very ill.his Exceller
cried the concierge in French.

"Listen to me." sternly replied*
Starva in the sanie language. "That
Is not his Excellency. Imbecile. That
Is only a tourist, a Mr Haddon. You
understand." he repeatedly slowly,
shaking the ce; y the lapel of
his gorgeous coat, "that is only a
tourist."
The fellow looked at Dr. Starva. be-

wlldei
"Mais. mais, mais." he stammered

in expostulation, pointing at me.
"Appearances are sormlimes treach¬

erous" said Starva grimly, and added
with marked carelessness, "Is Madame
do Vernier arrived?"
"An hour ago," muttered the man.

his round eyes still staring at me.
think, fool, that his

Hxcolleney would come to this
at midnight, and at the hour that she
arrives? Are there no tonrues to
talk? Are there no e>· | if
Mr. Haddon".he '.zed tho
rame."prefers to be nursed by a

fil woman, shall I. his physician.
Jt for h

i by s beautiful woman.at
he added meaningly, "for the

know it.now do you an·

. twored over the· little ?
staring down at him fiercely vlndic-

.lio same time he slipped
the servant's u g hand a

number of ferien notes. The hand of
over them loving¬

ly: hi face slow¬
ly ex to a smile

. fen, I bee it all as clearly an
on my little

Anger on that
organ and win

-u will see that there are
ulsltlve servants to any Impertl-

Tnke u· up on the lift your¬
self. The porter may Ienve the bag¬
gage below, since Mr. Haddon goes

.ornlng with his
nurse and his physician. He must
not be disturbed In his rest. To-night
be Is very 111, as you see. There Is ?
long Journey befor.
shall arrange with you late:

;gence. I^astly, you will dis-
;· our eyes sway,

will certainly sot see h ncy."
Starva now placed one foot on

irrlage step, and loauing toward
me, gently aroused me. I opened my

lowly at ed something
to th. that we had ar

Alighting. 1 grasped his arm mechan¬
ically, and we into
the hotel, aerosa the hall, to the eleva-

The little concie;
.'? In front of us.

elevator, as well as the hall and
corridors, was deserted at this late
hour. We met no one.

Arriving at the suite of rooms al-
loted to us the concierge was sum¬

marily dismissed. Hut before h·
us the servant Insisted on wbls;
to Dr. Starva these words, wh·

ted startled him as much as
did me:

"Tho sister of his Excellency is in
the hotel. Shall I toll her

Dr. Starva clutched the shoulder of
his Informant, and held him in a fierce.
vise-like grip.
"Thrico times stubborn fool!" he

, growled, "what concern is it to Mr.
Haddon that the sister of
mer Brett is at this hotel! Certainly
you will not tell her."
He thrust his spectacled, pallid face

close to that of the trembling se
Then releasing him suddenly, he

! pushed him without, the little con¬

cierge rubbing his shoulder ruefully.
¡ Immediately he regretted this un-

¡necessary violence. He stepped out
into the corridor, and I guessed that

; he had smoothed the injured vanity of
j the gold-laced official with more of the
I crisp noe

He had scarcely entered the room
again before he admitted Madame tip-
Vernier, and again the key was turned.
They lost no time in vain talk or

congratulations on the ? ? hoir
Its meaning might be.

Dr Starve half led. half carried me
into a bedroom adjoining. There L
was put to bed with as little cere¬
mony as a helpless Infant is disposed
o/ for the night. For a moment Starva
looked down on me grimly. Then he
disappeared, dosing the door care¬
fully behind him.
Now, indeed. I understood why

Helena Brett and her mother had been
so startled when first they had seen

me.-Why Madame de Vernier had
shdwn herself no less concerned.why
1 bad caught Dr. Starve spying on me

-why it wae plotted that I should bo
drugged and brought hither in this
melodramatic fashion.

In the world's history there have
been many instances of men pi
the pretender, but certainly none
more innocent than myself. I should
be dense Indeed now did I fall to com¬
prehend everything.from Madame de
Varnler'e first greeting, to the episode
of the cloak and hat.

I recalled the woman's ghastly de¬
spair when «be bid real the tel<


